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My arms crossed upon my chest, my brow arched,' my
lips pouted, like a divinity of vengeance, I waited. My
posture belied my feelings. Song gurgled in my throat and
dance pulsed in my legs, but the Lord of the Harem must be
austere and awe-inspiring like the cock of the barnyard, or
the malicious beaks of the hens would peck and tear at his
crest.

Carried, dragged, pulled by all his limbs, the juggler, in
tatters of a hundred colours, fell upon his face.

" Here he is, Master! Here is the juggler, O adorable
husband! "

" Silence, women ! "

The juggler raised Ms head a trifle and looked at me from
the corner of his eye.

" Catapha," I uttered, grasping my cardinal points.

" Eat flames, juggler! Do your tricks, juggler! " the
women clamoured impatiently.

Catapha at my feet! The God of the World doing homage
to his High Priest 1 Pride and humility warred in my heart,

Catapha rose slowly. His eyes crawled over every part
of me.

" O Great Lord," Catapha said, his words a trifle acrid,
" allow me to entertain you with my humble art."

I nodded, once more unable to speak before him whose
face was the sun,

Catapha ate scorpions, snatched pigeons out of the naked
laps of my wives, made trees blossom and disappear. His
hair was a litter of snakes. His ears delivered rabbits. From
his tatters fell cataracts of precious stones.

And all the while, in lieu of incantation, he spoke to
me in the language of the tribe of Kalarba and the Great
Ape.

" 0 adorable husband," he mocked, " you have grown
stout and flabby. You have relinquished your agility and
your form for the pleasure of your belly and your gullet."